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I HAVE ALWAYS BEEN fascinated by the mystery of France, that is, the mystery of freedom, for France means free; the French are a free race according to the native meaning of race. As such, she inspired the world with her struggle to realize herself as liberty. That struggle continues apace.

Freedom is nothing without freedom from something, and nothing but death renders us absolutely free, resting in peace eternal, as the preacher says. There is something special or racial about France's ordeal on this planet, something in her friendly manners, in the frank way she carries herself, something very tasty and sexy although I cannot quite put my fingers on it from afar. She is someone Roman yet wild, someone as noble as Scheherazade; the wandering arab shall fall in love with her if he listens to her tales.

I have never been anywhere but the United States of North America. I am told that I am a conceited mass-American-man, that my dreams of France are childish. I am informed that France is under siege from within and without, that she is being prostituted by her own greedy leaders and assailed by immigrants who hate her with a passion. She is hysterical as a consequence, and she protested on the streets in a yellow vest, so effectively that we thought there might be another French Revolution. 

We have left and right in the United States, yet both wings are mainly about money or power over property instead of right and wrong. Now there are so many degrees between left and right in France, so the contention leaves me utterly confused although radical left and right partisans appear united in the perception that the meaning of being French is being lost to globalism. President Macron seems to be the most hated man in France, but he made more sense to me than did our former president, Donald Trump, much beloved by France when in her Yellow Vest. 

I am not a partisan. I do not see myself as conservative or liberal. I am what one might call a welfare capitalist because I believe taking good care of the workforce is most profitable. I happen to love French women, at least the ones I met in New York, because they were after my friendship, not my property, and they could care less that I was a dirt poor dancer. Maybe that was because they were dancers. Again, I have not been to France, so what do I really know about French women in general?  What do I know about France? Not much, considering all there is to know, but I think we all have some French in us, just as we are all Jews in a way, given the evolution of human culture. 

What happens in France is important for the future of freedom in the world, of that I am certain because I read a lot of unpopular literature. The Yellow Vest movement seemed to be a tipping point. The news shifted to the coronavirus, and the world did not tip from its orbit. What happened to the Yellow Vests? I asked University of Lille's Professor Gilles Toulemonde if the Yellow Vest revolution has been killed by the coronavirus or if it just retreated underground to resurface later.

“I don't think the yellow vests movement was killed by the virus,” he responded. “The virus affected it as protests were made more difficult and even banned at times. But above all the movement ran out of steam because of its duration. The protest, sometimes and even often violent, gave way to weariness and abstention during the various elections that have taken place in France over the past year (the score of extremist candidates on the right and on the left has significantly decreased during the these ballots). But criticism of the system still exists, especially by those who feel they are victims or who do not feel they are taking advantage of it. Perhaps clever politicians will know (they will try anyway) to rekindle the flames of the movement, before the presidential election which is due in less than a year.”

We shall see, and I hope I live long enough to see it and the France of my dreams.

David Arthur Walters 
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Go Back To France!


[image: ]




I was enjoying a 25-cent can of "champagne cola" at the Lincoln Road access to South Beach this afternoon, just after a sudden downpour. 

A young man, using a hose running from the rear of the hotel, was washing a truck at the entrance of the walkway to the beach. Cuban music was blaring from his car radio, which attracted a few people including myself to pause at that particular spot for one reason or another before continuing on to the beach.

I sat on the low wall on the sunny side of the road and put on my sandals. An elderly couple was sitting on the shady side, chatting. A very white man sitting next to them was preparing his entire body for the Sun with a thick layer of lotion. A very brown passerby asked him if he could spare some lotion; he got a big squirt of same in his palm, then thanked the provider profusely.

That might be a good business, I thought, a few squirts at a time. And lemonade would sell well there too, at a buck instead of the two bucks being charged on the mall.

A lovely woman stopped by the truck and put down her beach things, including two large drink containers—I assumed she was waiting for her boyfriend to park the car. Several people were approaching. 

One very large woman came up behind the young couple. She was yelled at them, in English with a thick Hispanic accent:

"Go back to your France! This is America! We don't want you here, you French! Go away, go home!" 

The couple apparently did not understand her English. They smiled at her and continued chatting in French.

I enjoyed that pleasant half-hour. The beautiful woman was still waiting for her boyfriend when I left. I worried about that a little. Maybe he got caught in traffic. I would arrive early if I were him...
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The French in Everyone 
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“You are an American and you don’t live here,” Francesca said, irritated by my opinions on the Yellow Vest Unrest, “you don’t know how France feels, so mind your own business!”

No, I am not in her shoes, but I believe I know what Liberty, Fraternity and Equality mean, and I am frustrated, for I can never have enough of the above, especially Liberty.  No, I am not Frankish by definition, but I am ideally free or French. Indeed, I would live forever without definition if only I could, that is, absolutely free of impediments.

Who cares what branch of our tree my leaf is on, or that ‘branche’ is a Gaulish word, or, for that matter, where my ‘tree’ is planted, when our problem is that we are all of us alike, as ‘radicals,’ rooted in dirt?

Why, I know how frustrated France feels, the way she must have felt after the Romans arrived and took scalps so the ladies back in Rome could have red or blond wigs. France naturally resisted. She was ‘brave’ and wanted to be ‘free’ of taxes, just as the French in people would now be if she had her way.

Frankly speaking, I am most frustrated by myself, that I am I, and that everywhere I go, there I am, and by the fact that, if I were not resisted by circumstances everywhere I go, if I were absolutely liberated, then I would not exist at all. So they say of the dead, frankly speaking, that they are free, although the living might imagine their existence and define their circumstances in metaphorical heavens, hells, or limbos.

Yes, I know how France feels after centuries of civilization. Its liberty, fraternity and equality are propaganda, so much hogwash handed down by the hierarchs. She wishes for the good old Cro-Magnon days, before hierarchies evolved from depredation and specialization, when equally uninhibited orgasms were the norm.

Here I am in my abode, approaching the end of my rope, so what matter is it that I live in a palace or a hovel? What is all this furniture or the world at large to me? Is this what millions of years of evolution has come to in my case? I received a brochure from a cremation company. I am advised that I can save $1,000 on cremation if I sell my head to them. Is my history a terrible mistake? Likewise, is the progress of civilization to the end of history the extinction of the human race?

I am bored by the routine excitements. I am having revolutionary visions of breaking the frustrating boredom. The Celts liked to go wild on ‘whiskey.’ A neighbor of mine has seven different kinds of “medical” marijuana. A dozen other drugs are immediately available. Forget that. Drugs bore me.

I do not blame others for my predicament for mine is theirs too. The little anarchist in me would pick up a baseball bat and smash everything in my abode to bits, and whatever is left, if anything at all, might be good. That could very well be the great steam iron with the hundred little holes in it that Liz gave me. A man in Alaska suffering from cabin fever destroyed everything in his house but his television, which the police had trouble prying from his rigorous death embrace, but television bores me to death. Many people would fain be buried with their cars and cell phones. Not I.

Yes, many French are suffering economically, but France, on the whole, is not starving for food but for romance, for love and its excitements. People like to revolt or go to war not only when oppressed but when they are bored with whatever they have, as if we secretly wish to suffer and die, or are naturally subjected to meaningless, catastrophic storms. Untold millions of lives have been lost to violence. Cities are razed and entire countries laid to waste. Every once in awhile people run riot in peacetime and burn down their own neighborhoods. They would lose everything to get what they do not have. We might destroy the whole world one day for the sake of liberty, fraternity, and equality, not to mention happiness.

Francesca ordered me to mind my own business, to leave France alone to burn her own house down, and Europa’s too, if that is what she would do, no matter how absurd that would be, because she thinks I am not French. She is mistaken.

Miami Beach, December 2018
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Interview With Yellow Vest Provocateur
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“Bonjour. C’est David Walters avec le Miami Mirror. Peux-tu m’entendre?”

“Yes, hello, I can hear you.”

“English is okay with you?”

“Yes, American English, if you prefer. I am fluent in several languages, but I love Americans.”

“Good. I have trouble producing the French nasal tone.”

“You have to have the nose for it.”

“Your English is good.”

“I feel comfortable with it. The English stole many of our French words, you know, and Americans made some improvements.”

“Thank you for allowing me to interview you about the yellow jackets protest.”

“Please, they are vests, not yellow jackets. Gilets jaunes is the French. We wear the yellow traffic vests in our emergency state."

“I see from social media that you are sometimes referred to as ‘Monsieur X,’ as the group’s ‘secret master’ or ‘agent provocateur.’  What may I call you?”

“I am of the third sex, not a monsieur, strictly speaking. You may refer to me as ‘Jacques’ since regular Americans are familiar with that name from singing ‘Frére Jacques’ in school. We are populists, and ‘Jacques’ is more popular than ‘Jean.’”

“Okay.”

“Just never call me, as you Americans like to say, ‘late for dinner.’ I could be anybody or everybody, but in any case you must keep my identity secret for now, as your editor has agreed.”

“All right, Jacques. First of all, what are so many people complaining about? I know the proposed gas tax increase provoked everyone, and then working stiffs wanted a raise, but people are still generally unhappy with the government after President Macron conceded to the demands.”

“You must know that the French are only happy on vacation. We are by nature dreamers, idealists, never pleased by reality, and that is why we are famed for our cynicism.”

“President Macron advised people not to be cynical.”

“Impossible. We are French, after all.”

“What do the people suffer from the most? A critic said ‘ennui’ or ‘malaise’ or ‘malease’ is the underlying problem.”

“Yes, people were fatigued, not sleeping well, feeling uneasy and sad, worse than just bored, and they were getting little exercise, at least until they started demonstrating. That is normal, and may occur even for the rich when they have too much to eat and drink. This time is different. People are really suffering. Many have had to cut back on wine and cheese, and coffee, too, so they suffer caffeine withdrawal. Some cannot afford to heat their homes, and poor families have to use only one light bulb at night.”

“What about bread? Are they forced to eat rotten bread filled with sawdust  and ground up human bones like before the Revolution?”

“Not that I know of. But the fundamental cause of the malcontent is the same, namely, the government.”

“Jacques, how can that be? France is no longer a kingdom. It is a republic.”

“Yes, the fifth one so far. A republic is government by a few.”

“They are elected.”

“Then they do whatever they want. The President of the Rich acts like the King of the Bourgeoisie.”

“But he and his government made concessions.”

“A few, and now his police may beat up peaceful protesters, arrest them, maybe even start shooting them, because our movement cannot be appeased until we are the government. The threat to the established system is a real threat, not only in France, but to all republics that represent the wealthy elite instead of the people at large.”

“What kind of government is desired, then?”

“A real democracy is desperately needed.”

“Isn’t that for little city states?”

“We have the Internet now. Let the people educate themselves on the issues with the help of experts and vote with a direct effect on outcomes.”

“Socialism?”

“Call it that if you like. What we have now is socialism for the rich only. Let everyone participate.”

“Give me a break, Jacques. The French seem too lazy to participate. Like you said, they dream. They expect the government to fix everything for them, to take care of them like parents. Americans ask what they can do for their country, not what it can do for them.”

“Your country is not your government, my friend, and your president, unlike our president, is foolish. And Americans are not asking to help anyone except themselves. They are going like zombies into a night of their own making. They are lazy. They really do not want to work much to support others including the unemployed and the elderly.”

“Americans are not lazy, no, they are not complaining all the time, that is why it is said that our streets are paved in gold. Any fool can get rich in the United States. That is why so many French would rather be here than there.

“We have a joke about that. A Frenchman went to the United States because he heard that money is found in the streets. He saw a $100 bill when he arrived, but he said he would pick it up later.”

"Believe me, the yellow vests are not as lazy as Americans think. They are ready to tear up the street and pave it with yellow bricks.”

“Still, why don’t the French insurgents do what Kennedy recommended, do something for their government instead of complaining about everything?”

“Because it is not their government. And Parliament is so fragmented and subservient to the bourgeoisie that it cannot be disposed of. Even the bourgeoisie are cynical, so they will not share the spoils but want even more .”

“What can be done? What is the plan?”

“You shall see the future in the yellow. France shall enlighten the world again.”

“Might the yellow light be a flash in the pan?”

"That is all I can say right now. Adieu.”

“Thank you.”

11 January 2019
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The Revolutionary Macrõn


[image: ]




‘Macron’ now means something more than a diacritical mark elongating vowels. The term presently purports revolution, the long-awaited revolution fomented by Immanuel Macron, the newly elected President of France, who convened Parliament at Versailles for a grandiloquent proclamation of reactionary principles for France: Efficiency, Representivity, and Responsibility.

Consequently Macron is ridiculed as a pretender to the throne of France as well as the revolutionary antidote to monarchy. But insiders who liken him to counter-revolutionary Napoleon Bonaparte draw a better likening.

Nevertheless, there is a whiff of liberal revolution, the overthrow of The System, a razing of a labyrinthine, Kafkaesque superstructure, and a return to primitive foundations, the retrograde movement towards radical roots that gave Hegel cause to revamp his dialectical musings as he feared the spread of the Revolution of revolutions, the French Revolution, to his native country.

True, Macron eschews violent overthrows of government, and he is not yet a dictator, but radical reform may gather momentum and go too far, for we know that the most efficient way to hold humans responsible is to cart them off to the scaffold for humane disposition.

In any case, he would export his counter-revolution to the world. He called upon Citizens to change their cynical attitudes so that France can be “the center of a new humanist project for the world.”

The United States of America, which has suffered the dialectic of the French Revolution within the American Revolution since the Declaration of Independence, is no longer the Beacon on the Hill that it once was. Yes, Americans, like the French, are “divided,” yet that is really nothing new since every in-dividual is theoretically divided from birth by the radical Me/We antagonism from which organizational conflicts evolve. The collective secures us so we love it, and that love is often based on the fear therefore hatred of others, for other collectives are a threat. We will wage war with France or other nations if they take the wrong side. So what is the global or catholic solution?

Macron believes inefficient organization is the obstacle to Life, Liberty, and Property—the last term was changed to Happiness in America. He does not preach Love as the solution, but material reorganization on scientific principles, as if politics, economics, sociology, and so on are really sciences the study of which can produce predictable outcomes. No less than Thomas Jefferson was swayed by that attitude on his visit to France during the Revolution there, which he blamed on Marie Antoinette. Jefferson fell in with the Ideologues, and became so enthused by the ideology of social science borrowed from physics that he replaced Theology with Ideology at his beloved university in Virginia upon his return to the states.

That being said, Macron is certainly not a materialist, for he exerts mind over matter, with thoughts “too complex for journalists” to understand, he said, when explaining why he would not make a traditional Bastille Day speech. We cannot read his mind, but we think a counter-revolutionary prejudice dissuaded him. We suppose he had contemplated the popular storming of the Bastille, a prison where the monarchy kept its political prisoners, although there were only seven inmates at the time. Upwards of two hundred revolutionaries were killed, and the superintendent of the jail was beheaded—one story claims his heart was ripped out and eaten. The recent terrorist attack in Nice on Bastille Day will never be forgotten. Such terrifying events tend to unify France, but for a sophisticate like Macron, they are in themselves repugnant.

Indeed, his thoughts are so complex that his approach to unity was described as “mystical.” His Versailles speech was short on details, as is typical with inspiring, high-flown rhetoric. The nation would realize the principles of Efficiency, Representation, and Responsibility by virtue of a social contract with the people.

That contract would apparently be in the underlying spirit of Jean-Jacque Rousseau’s Du contrat social of 1762, which differs somewhat from John Locke’s The Second Treatise of Government, claimed to be a foundational document for political theory in the fledgling United States, which really did not have much of a theory because its history was virtually new, and reading the Bible and the biographies of its founding fathers sufficed for knowing what to do.

According to Locke, people would be moved by natural law to form a government to defend life, liberty and property, and their freedom would be guaranteed the constitutional contract for representative government. Locke puts the state over the individuals consenting to it as “one body, with a power to act as one body, which is only by the will and determination of the majority; for that which acts any community being only the consent of the individuals of it, and it being necessary to that which is one body to move one way, it is necessary the body should move that way whither the greater force carries it, which is the consent of the majority.”

With Locke we have an overwhelming power of numbers, and, since a great number of people may not consent to the acts of a majority, the possibility of the tyranny of the majority of representatives beholden not to the people at large but to factions and special interests. The solution as always is the right of people to overthrow “their” government, and good luck to them with that project.

Rousseau would have the people directly represent themselves with the guidance of a charismatic leader in accordance with the impetus of the universal ‘We’ of all individuals, namely, the mystical General Will. That man must be Macron, and presumably the General Will would be done even if his reforms are obstructed because he will call for a referendum to effect them.
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